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by Kelsey Mooney 
 
As I drive home a million thoughts rush through my mind. I’ve never been a bad kid. I’ve 
always made good grades and did what I was told. I never really got in trouble. I couldn’t afford 
to. My mom was hard on me. She wanted me to be a great man. Since my father abandoned us 
she put everything she had into raising me, her only son. I hate the fact that I live two lives; The 
life she wants and the life I desire. I’ve lost track of who I am.  I finally arrive at home. 
I walk in and instantly smell my momma’s homemade chicken casserole. The smell 
taunts me and caresses my nose. I inhale deeply and follow the scent. I find the delicious odor 
and my mother in the kitchen. She’s preparing mashed potatoes on the island. Her hair is tied up 
in a clip and she has on her favorite apron. She smiles warmly at me but continues peeling 
potatoes.  “Come wash your hands and join me!” 
I smile and do as I’m told. I love coming home. My mother always prepares extravagant 
meals for me.  This time would be very different. I had something to tell her; it was imperative 
that I told her immediately. I was never good at keeping secrets.  
“So how is your senior year going son? It feels like I’ve not seen much of you lately, 
baby.” 
“I know I’ve been so busy with school and my senior project I haven’t had time for much 
of anything. I even had to call in from work last Tuesday.” 
“Aw that sucks but at least you’re almost done!” her whole face lit up as she said this. I 
know that she’s so proud of me. I hate the fact that this huge secret might change that. 
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I continue peeling and chopping potatoes and smell the homemade yeast rolls. She asks 
me to get them out of the oven. I do as I’m told and the smell of the rolls makes my mouth water. 
I sneak and eat one behind my mother’s back. How symbolic. That’s not the only thing I do 
behind her back. 
I put the rolls in a fancy dish and lay them by the oven. “Momma, are you expecting 
company? This is a lot of food for just us.” 
“Oh Yes, I forgot to mention I met this really cute check out girl at the grocery store the 
other day.  I told her about you. I invited her over for dinner.” 
I roll my eyes, “Momma, why are you always trying to set me up with somebody?” 
My mother continuously tries to set me up with random girls. After my high school 
sweetheart Nicole and I parted ways I never really brought girls around my mother.  She still 
assumes that Nicole was my first love but she wasn’t. I know she means well but I don’t want 
her in my personal life for good reason.  
“Well baby excuse me if I sound rude but you ain’t getting any younger and neither am I. 
I want grandbabies.” 
I look at her and she has so much hope in her eyes. I’m tempted to tell her my secret right 
here right now but right now isn’t the appropriate time.  
“What am I gonna do with you?” I say in her hair as I hug her. I can’t stay mad at her. 
This woman is my role model. She worked so hard to raise me and put me through college. I 
admire her work ethic and her loving nature. All my friends even gravitate towards her calling 
her ‘Ma’. She is a kind, gentle, loving spirit.  
“I just want you to be happy baby.  I know you’re busy with your studies and whatnot but 
make time for fun. Find you a cute little girl and go on dates.” 
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“Momma how many times do I have to tell you? I don’t need a girl.” 
She rolls her eyes. “You’re foolish, everybody needs love. I know you’re probably still 
heartbroken from Nicole but you shouldn’t let that stop you from living baby. It wasn’t meant to 
be.” 
This is it. I feel it coming up like vomit. My secret is surfacing and I can’t stop it 
“Momma, Nicole and I broke up because I’m gay!” I look firmly at her. All of the sudden my 
breath is short and my heart is racing. I can’t believe I told her, especially like this. But I can’t 
pretend anymore. I have to live my life for me.  
She looked at me for a millisecond and continued beating potatoes. “Well you need to go 
up stairs and put on some decent clothes guest will be arriving shortly.” 
I stand there dumbfounded. “Momma did you hear me? I said I’m gay! I like Men not 
women.” 
It felt so weird to say it out loud, to hear my voice say the words. But it’s all truth. I’ve 
known I was gay since my freshman year of high school. I dated Nicole to keep up appearances 
and derail myself. I thought maybe if I pretended to be strait one day I would wake up and 
magically be attracted to women. I was wrong.  
“You don’t mean that. You’re just tired from studying that’s all.” 
“No Momma! I mean it! I’ve been gay since high school. I use to get hard-on’s in the 
guys locker room. I’ve NEVER had strong feelings for a girl. But I do have a boyfriend and I 
love him very much.” 
She takes off her apron and slams it on the island. “I’m a mess I need to go do something 
to this head of mine. I know it looks a mess.” 
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I grab her by her shoulders and look at her fiercely. “Momma, I’m in love. I love my 
boyfriend, and I want you to meet him, I’m happy momma, I----“ 
Before I get another word out she smacks me. I let her go and look at her in shock. “Quit 
talking all that fool talk. You don’t have a boyfriend. It ain’t natural. Men and Men don’t belong 
together!” 
I start to tear up. “Momma you’re supposed to love me unconditionally. Why can’t you 
understand?” 
This is unreal. I can handle rejection from society but not from her. Not from my 
matriarch. At this moment I wish I could change myself.  
“You can’t be gay. Not you. Not my only son. You’re supposed to normal and successful. 
Have a wife and a few kids.” Her voice starts to crack. “Why son? Why you gotta be that way?” 
She starts sobbing and I try to console her. At first she resists but eventually she lets me 
hug her. I squeeze her as hard as I can. She cries in my chest. 
“I know momma, I know.” I join her in sobbing. All I managed to get out was, “Please 
still love me, It’s still the same me.” 
We cried and cried. The door bell rang but we stayed in the kitchen. I held my mother in 
my arms. We’re oblivious to the world until we smell the burning mashed potatoes. We quickly 
notice. My mom grabs the potatoes and I greet the guests. We don’t speak directly to each other 
until everyone is gone. We clean the kitchen together.  While putting the dishes away she asks, 
“Well, how long have you known?” She looks so curious and eager. I smile. 
“I’ve known since about freshman year of high school. I started having feelings for guys 
before that but I was in denial.  I remember a guy walking in wellness freshman year, he was 
extremely attractive. I immediately started undressing him with my eyes. 
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I guess he noticed because he stared at me and looked extremely uncomfortable. I was 
totally embarrassed. I looked down and noticed I was erect.  From that moment on, I knew 
without a doubt.” She came over and hugged me.  
“I think in the back of my mind, I knew too. I just didn’t want to believe it. I just wish I 
could’ve been there for you more. I was always working.” I let her go and look at her lovingly. 
“You’re here now Ma. And I appreciate it. I love you so much. I’m still your baby boy 
nothing is changing. I promise.” She smiles and tears up. She gently wipes her eyes. She starts to 
lead me to the living room. 
“Well enough sad stuff. Let’s hear about this boyfriend of yours!” 
I answer all my mom’s additional questions about my life style. I can tell she’s shocked 
and I see the disappointment in her eyes but she listens attentively as I go on and on about my 
life and my struggle with my secret surfacing. I feel like the weight of the world is no longer on 
my shoulders but I see immediate guilt and shame in my mother’s eyes. I feel selfish for putting 
this burden on her. As if she didn’t have enough to worry about. After I’m done with my story 
we drink coffee and she says, “Well, maybe this is just a phase. Maybe one day you can still get 
married.” 
I look at her in disbelief. Nothing I said was relevant to her. I immediately feel foolish. 
“Whatever Ma, I gotta go.” I throw my glass in the sink and storm out the door. I hear her calling 
for me but I’m already to my car door.  I pull off and I’m greeted with a red light. I put my head 
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